the gable was tilting forward, and had to be propped
up there and then, and the rafters had given way.
Werendonk was aghast when he was told the
estimated cost. The builder said : * It's an old
house, even the best work gives way eventually ;
it's nothing to do with the cold weather, it's old
age.5
He had no money available, because everything
was devoted to paying off the big debt. And when
he was calculating how the money could be found,
he decided that economies would have to be made
in Floris's expenses, and that he would have to give
up living in Amsterdam. He talked it over with his
brother ; they decided to share a bedroom, and to
give Floris the biggest room where Agnete used to
sleep.
Floris missed coming home for three Saturdays
following. He wrote that he was busy with his
studies. By the time he came, the scaffolding had
been removed. In the room destined for him there
was a new carpet and a cupboard for his books.
He made no response when he heard the news.
Later on, looking out of the kitchen window at the
masonry, he said to Stien : c To think that I had to
come home for that. It ought to fall down alto-
gether ; it's not worth preserving.' In the evening
Werendonk had explained to him again that they
would have to live very economically now, but if all
went well, perhaps the following year Floris would